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Otho. Sylvins. (yara, Diſgusd. 


— OY doſt thou d and h h 
y t rooPp, thy 
wW As if there were Goend of th di 


ive head? 
els? 


His ſighs more frequent than the minutes are ; 
Tears hang upon his cheeks, hike morning dews 
On Roſes : Yet 1 cannot blame thy griet. 
Otho. Sir, You amaze me with your Gd relation, 
That Fatal Night Prince Alawander fell, 
I, and ſome more, were in our General's Tent: 
B (Great 


2' The Tragedyof Nero, 


(Great Corbulse he's call'd) who with ſucceſs, 
Has often Ied our Romear | roops, 
Again "Parthian horſes, as I remember, 
was noknight when our Scouts, all pale with feer, 
Came, fiying, with the news of your approach - 
_ — —_— ave Commend 
t ever ain ſhould his Charge perform, 
Wirtyas dM as was pollible ; 
No Drums; ngT Sounded, all was huſh'd, 
Order 4n,w was by albregriv'd: 
So your Surprize was an{wered with Surprize, 
And gain'd us, without the Victory ; 
For 'ris our cuſtom frequemty to fleep 
Whole nights in args, never to reſt ſecure. 
Cyaras ced, was great; but Qh !that loſs 
Of loſles, our deaFPrince, all / 
For him, our Court now mourns Sorrow, like night, 
Eternal night, ſpreads horror all wround : 
All Noble hearts are cover'd with deſpair: 
For our bright Sz muſt never ſhine _ 
Some dawn ofhope we had, he might be here 
A pris'ner, an& m{know ; but Fate decrees 
We wall not be ſo happy. 
Oth. Sir, wherein 
My ſervice may prove beneficial, 
Or yicld you any comfort, pray command it. 
Caprtives, of every ſort, as time permits, 
I bring before you : if your eye can read 
A ine, hack your Prince in an y face, 
Examin1t to th' full. Mean while, be pleas'd 
To take a ſtri& Survey of all the Court, 
The greateſt, and moſt flouriſhing, on Earth, 
$zl. Soevery tangue reportsitz a full Orb 
Ot matchleſs Glory, where your Emperor 
Rules, like the Swz, and gives each noble, warmth. 


The Tragedy of Nero. 
Oth. alas, as heretotare ; 

Ts eb is 

oy \ inn ray ofhis Goil yi 

His cruelties, like bircls of prey, have pick'd 

All ceds of Nobleneſs from his falſe heart z 

And now itlyesa addull lump of earth, 

Impatient of wiſe councel, and . 

To day he dooms, Ins IYER 

Swears, that ſhe plots againſt hi wn, ite: 

Seracbe is pat, and the Foor green's betray'd. 

See where ſhe comes. 


Emperor, —_ ——__ cons. L _ 
Druſl/us, Piſo, P Agrippine, y two Virgins 
all m white, a Dagger, wl of Poyſon carry'd 
before her : Courtiers, and Guards following. 
Britanicus kneels. . 


Cya. O, Sylvie, | amlolt! there, there he kneels 1 
My flames increaſe, my Soul new paſſions feels. 
My flight from Perthie I'l no more regard; 
we too little, for {> great reward. | 
Nero. To me ? 
Plaw. Dread Sir, the Prince Britanicas. 
Ne. Say you? 
Plaw. He kneels. 
Ne. Sir, would you ought with me ? 
Brit. Not for my (elf, but for the @weer,thus low 
I fall, and beg you would ſome pitty ſhew. 
Caſt from your breſt, this ——_— Poys'nous hate : 
Alas, how many do repent too late ? 
In atts of Love, KINGS are beſt underſtood : 
Hell makes ſome great; 'tis GOD-like to be good. 
It is your Mother ——- 
Oh that that Sacred name ſhould not avert 
Your wrath ! nor, with its ſoftneſs, melt your heart! 
B 2 


Your 


4 The Tragedy of Nero. 
Your Mother 'tis, whom you command to bleed : 
What will the cens'ri orld think of this deed ? ' 
Ne. Why, tet it think : if Apes bray, muſt] 
Regard ? I ſay, again, that ſhe (hall dye. 
Why 1s ſhe not to Execution led ? 
She's ing nw. Drafl/zs, fec her dead. 
Sene. If, for the guilty, we to Heav's may pray, 
Can you the Innocent —— 
Ne. Old fool, away. 
Brit. Juſtice is robb'd, his {word & ſcales yon move ; 
Sweet Mercy ſtarts, and, ſtriking, fliyes above, 
Where, to the Gods, fuch horrid tales of you 
She does relate, as the y can ſcarce think true : 
Fate trembles, as (ſhe writes in her book ; 
Evn Jove, with horror of this fat, is ſhook, 
New points his Thunder, brandiſhesith' Ayr 
Dread Lightnin , and, md with Rowe, intends a War, 
Ne. Let him in; my purpoſe I'll maintain, 
Though he ſhould ſcorching ſhowrs of Sx/phnr rain. 
Though he ſtood near — 
And ſome neighbouring Cloud, did hurl down hre, 


With freſh recruits of men, his arm 11d tire, 
And ſhe, at laſt, ſhould, (prght of him expire. 
Would he were here, to end the grand debate : 
But why, with you, dol catipulate ? 
My word's an Oracle, and ſtands her Fate. 
Offa. Ah, Ceſar, if you can thus cruel prove 
a an rm all nn 4 
What mult I then expe, who am your wite, 
But that you, ſhortly roo, ſhould thowy life ? . 
By all the pleaſures of our marriage bed— 
Ne. I ſwear, fpeak one word more, and thou art dead. ' 
Brit. Tyrant, this muſt not be, while I draw breath. 
Ner. then thou dy'it too, 
Brit. Lo, thus I brave my death. 
Ne. Ha! docs he (mule ? 


T hy Tray) ak poahy 5 


- the Gods, Il 
— Arab own hand, [11 I prague 
Oth. d Sir — 
Ne. Was ever ſuch an infolence? 
Brit. Sir, what I did was in my own defence. 
When e're I riſe againſt Sacred head 
In thought, may loadsof Thunder ſtrike me dead. 
You are my Maſter, and Roxe's Emperour; 
May you _— "and make rightuſe of pow'r. 
Cys. Guard ham, Gn, pau Gert is and (ave his innocence. 
Ne. So Sir: yet Go, take her hence. 
Oz. Oh, how my ry ner bear des path 
Grief ſtirkey me wan ay arp 77 perm 
Agr. Thou ſavage Monſter, ſeed of Rocks, more wild 
More wild than the Sh Tygreſz, of her oung beguil'd, 
Barbirian! whom ſome dark cave wert bred, 
Made drunk with poyſon, with corruption fed, 
Offspring of Hell / of <q yin lab'ring mind 
Cannot get vent, nor fit find, 
Why was I made ſo ſtrong? Ob my accurſt ! 
Grief (wells me up, and yetI cannot burſt. 
Ne. Why would ſhe thus in torments. here remain? 
I pitty her : go puther out of pain. 
Aer. Tyrant, wherein have I deſerv'd this baſe 
And barbarous pay. ws -- Oh my foul diſgrace! 
Ha! ſhall Itell it t World, or dye, 
_ m my Ur, let all in Glence lye ? 
ly Soul och (trupgle, within load of woes: | 
Woes much mor _ than thoſe paintul throws 
My It, when farſt I brought to 
This curſed Son, now Buſplvs , to (ig wg 
Ne. Am Ito be obey'd ? how dare youſtay ? 
Furics and Hell! be gone, take her away. 
Agr. Oh ſtay a while, ere I loſe my breath 
Hear my laſt words; more dreadful [than my death. 


1 4 


'6 The Tragedy of Nero. 
Bear me ſore winged G OD, and fix me 

On ſome tall Pyramid, that hitxthe 3k drag 
Place all the World, on the vaſt below, 
And make my voice {6 lond, that all may know : 
This Monſter, under Tyrian purple hid, 

Did force a to is Mother's bed. 

Where are thy dreadful bots ; (to Fore I call) 
Strike Him, or me , amiſs they carmor fall. 

Oh horrid fa&t to rel}! rrwounds my ear : 


The Day and Nighrt Were. 
The ſtream ran trds, and found out the Source. 
Nero. The Badame raves; Dreſill as, take her hence : 
All this is forg'd ; Heav/n knows my mnocence. * 
A moments reſpite I will not afford, 
But when ſke's dead let 0rbo bring me word, 5 Exe. feverally 
: Nero & Agripp. 


Manent Piſo, Plantae, Mirmilon. 


Pie. Very well. Hark ye, Gentlemen, may we talk ? 
Plax. Treaſon ? No. 

Piſ. Then Til hold my peace. 

Mir. Fawth, I know nor, but rhere was a ſtranger here yes- 
terday hang'd, for looking fuspitioully. 

Piſ. Very good; 'twas an excellent memorandum: there- 
fore Ill ſhut my eyes, and not look at all, or hereafter al- 
ways in company were a Masque? 

Plax. Not (6 Sirit you r your ſafety: ſich reſervation 
argues thoughtfulneſs: now the E can't endure 2 man 
that's given to medirarion ; hates a Philoſopher, as much as 


then to him z m my hearing, he call'd him crazy Caterpillar, 
and venerable Book-worm. 
Mir. Right, Plant#s. Therefore, Piſo,, be not thoughtful ; 
'tis dangetous. Afnend of mine (heark ye) this morning, by 
the Emperor's Order, had his throat cut, tor being - wn 
Pi 


he loves a Fidler; Seneca, to my knowledge , is bur- | 


eful 


T he Fragetly of Nero. 7 

Pi. The good Empreſo 

Plan. How Sir ? 

Piſ. Well, the Empreſs ther. Alas, how ſudden , from the 
top of Glory — | 

Mir. Alas ? do you pity her then? 

Piſc 1, Sir. Greatnels and goodne(s arc 

Paw. What, Sir 4 

P i. know not, nor where, unlef in the other world. 

Mfir.' You weep, onfeogunymng or onry T 

Piſo. "Twas your hair bit my eye, and this Rheum; 
IT to the Country again. Patch Gcedenes. ' 
-Long live the Emperor ; that's no Treaſon. 

Mir. No,Sir no: Adieu, good Piſo. He wears an honeſt 


heart. 


N—— 


Scene, the Court, 


Nero, Otho, Seneca, Druſillus, &C. 
» Aerippina, dead, 


0th. She is, as you would have her, ( &ir) no more : wy 
Sce where (he lyes, all ſtained with her oyn gore. 
She ſaid, an antient man bid her beware 
Ot ever ſceing you made Emperor; 
For you, at laſt, would cauſe her to be (lain : 
Then et me dye, ſhe ſaid, ſo he mayReign. 
© Ne. could have beena ear impicry © 


For 'twould have beena unp1 
To let her live, and mar . na Wh 


OtB. Choice of two deaths, by your command, we gave; 
Bur She cry'd, both z a double death Ik have *\ - ., he: 
One poygnous drop, for Heav/z, I would not (cllz” 

Each drop will ſink his Soul more deep in Hell. 


8; T he' Tragedy of Nero. 


In her right hand, the Dagger ſhe did hold ; 0 
And with her left, ſhe heav'd the Fatal 
And drunk the-venonyoff: that being 
Deep, in her breſt; the keen Stilletto run : 
With man haemaderkrrs rr ere 6 
Her like floed-gates, did themſelves diſplay ; 
Thro ds | ts away. 
. hw. » Soul iow free does walk, 
And (ball wmote be d with oral talk. 
My Sativedballbe madeot lafting (tcel: 
Before it, Lords of Rowe ſhall humbly kneel. 
Great Julizs and Angnitns you adore z 8 
And why not zee who have their very pow'r ? 
To them you daily offer Sacrifice : 
lamaG OD; my (elf I Canonize. 

Sex. 'Mongit Geds their Glory ſhines now they are gone. 
Becauſe, with us, hke Stars their virtucs 

Ne. Vutues agame4 Rehgionis a 
Ard ry pray ys La daunta KING. 
Swift, as qui through every art! : 
Whoke a GOD, like me, could Sexes -m—__ 
Sporus be witneſs of my Mighty art z 
Sporwus, noW Lady, once Lord of my heart. 
At my command, rhe fragrant Winds do blow ; 


The willing floods iy waves of ballom flow : 
This hand does all the fweets of nature fow. 
I rankſack Nature; all its trealures view ; 
Beings annihilate, and make a new : : 
All this can I, your Ged-like Nero, do. 
Sen. What Fiend 1s this which, in his breſt, unſpy'd, s 
Bears up his Soul on ſuch large wings of pride ? 
Let me not-dye for ſpeaking whats true : 
All this you would, but { alas} canot do. 
Ne. Ha! 2 


How good, how great, ua Love Y fell ; 
VVhat pitty 'ewas that you 
Thus ſhall your honour found hey 
But, thou yourren Fame ſurvive, your 
_ and be crundled 04 wendy, duſt. 
ain of w er y- c ugheneAl did R 

Willnor gs pars dſt Nat "gn, 
Yours, and t CC e m $ 
Inſtead of ſand, to 2 

Ne. Gown-man, thou ly mow 
The VVorld's eternal, and its Afexarch, I: 
Thaw how'1s't poſlible for me to oye, 

Ld. an me creature immortalit 
Leave this world, men ſhould debate 

The manner; Say, I did my (elf tranſlate. 
The glory of my God-begd I will ſhrowd 
Not in a Mandle, but. in a perfum'd Clond : 
In ſmoak of Incenſe I will mount above, 
And, in his Throne, take the right hand of Jeve. 

Sen. O nurd'ring pride, thou doſt all kill! 
You will have Altars too? 

Nero. Yes, Slave, I will; 
Altars of Gold, in 'Chryſtal Temples built : 
No blood of Bulls, nor Goats, ſhall there be (pi 
Sach courſe rank ſmoak may footy YULCAN aſe, 
Pluto, or horned Pax 3, dull Deiryes! 
The beſt of humane gore ſhall waſh m -_ 
Neroes (hall bleed, = they are half Di 
In caſes made of Diamond entire, 
Stars (dll inſtead of Lamps, lend their bright fire. 
Each common God ſhall, in his turn, be Prieft, 
And for your lower world make his requeſt: 


C n Then 


xo"! Haas 
Kings dn eva de dim Virgin "I 


ce pur | 
AED 
Repentance too may win him for © wy hay 
Dread Sis = 8 NT eas 

Ne. Fond preacher, RR 
Gods! can I ſtill endure his mſolence ? 
Guards, (cize hims ga; let him in priſon bowl,” 
And folace there his y foul. 


—_ _... LE*.Oth Sen. & Guard. 
ut, dear Petronigy, how 

Thee, = Preview Gabe ;hrM > 

When my heart Gckens, Noll Be me caſe, 

And doſt my fancy, wit ed" <5 Livaga 

Pet. Toſooth your foul, ruffi* this late ſtorm,, 
My care found out ſo ſweet, fo rare 4 form, 
$0 full of greceh, Wee fark 
As well deſerves t _— reararhel your heart. 

Not Violers, 1h" carly ſpring, 

Such gr: ond render beauties bring. 
The Orient bluſh which docsher cheeks adorn 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the Roſy morn. 
Not Yenzs, (prung from the Scas (aowy foam, 

Neptumes bright Seed, hex whiteneſs can or'e come. 
Cupid has took a ſurtcit from her eyes z 

hen e're ſhe ſmiles, mLambcanr fire he fries : 
And when ſhe weeps, in pearls diſſolved he dyes. 

Ne. Hold, hold; I am ©” d with this excels: 
Thy deeds are great z bur make thy boaſting leſs. 
Whar is hername ?' and where docs ſhe | _ 

Pet. She's the partner of Lord Otho'; 


Let phlegmatick dull KINGS, call Crowns their care: 

Mine is my wanton; and does Beauties ſhare 

Above my Miſtreſs Eyes. On, Nero, on; 

$ thy vaſt ſtock, andriot in thy Throne. 
there be pleaſare yet I have not found, 

Name it, ome GOD : "Tis mine, though under 

No nook of Hell ſhall hide it from my light, 

But I will conjure't into open hight. 

My Scepter, hke a charming rod, ſhall raiſe 

Such ſports, as would old Epicxres amaze : 

Pleaſures (o rich, {© various, and ſo new, 

As never yet the Gods, my great fore-fathers, knew. 


Finis At us primi. 
C 32 
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grounds 


Exit. 
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eAtus 11. Scena 1: 


Es tt. Ah. 


Druſilus and a Roman. * 


Druſil. Arb'rous. and horrid ! O, the raging Fi 
The great, the wiſe, the wortlyy Seneca 

Is, by this Bloody Monſter made away. 

Poor City | whither are thy Founders fled, 

To what low diſtance tons of the dead, 
That at their _ s call they — 
And this ungoverr'd Tyrants ? 

Ro. 1 vw the beſt ard wiſcft of mankind, 
The Pilot of the will, the guide oth* mind, 
Dying and pale; from every gen'rous vein 
yh) ran. his life did Jain ; 

By Nero kill'd, by Nero whom he lov'd; 
Whole youth by painful ſtudics he improv 'd, 
And warm'd fo long the viper in her 

That the kind Hoſt was poyson'd by the gueſt. 

Dre. In vain we mourn : ſbme noble Raman ſhould 
Dare to be glorious, d ouſly good, 

And kill this Tyrant x kil lhim d with wine, 
Forcing a day, and making black night ſhine, 
Debauch'd, and ſordidly ambitious grown, 
Mid(t all his Revels, would the were done. 

Ko. Guilt, the mind's wild-fire, hick his Spirits up; 
Preſs hingood GODS, preſs him, until he droop, 
Sink, and be damn'd, beneath the loweſt Hell : 
After his death we may in ſafery dwell 

Dru. Pt, while he lives, no honeſt Rowan may 


Paſs night in reſt, or view one peacctul day. 


Fxcart. 


"The Tragedy . *Nero. 13 
Scae, II, The Country; 
Otho, , Doppes, wn Piſo. 


> = ————_— 
And bleGith* | 


Othe Pr'ythee, no more 
She ſha” oo? go to Cove ternd in. 


Pet. Now b 
That Country [a wor lar wa ome. to'me. 


Is it donaret {r— ro hear & Clown 
Whiſtle his dull Tunes, 7; pk 


Than ſee a Lady foftly touch 
And breath an Ayr to the melgdious ſtrings ? 
Her beauty and her Voice fora 
That each Spectators Soul is left in doubt 
Where firſt to mount, into the mos 
The Court! 
Now, by my Honor, deares.than my life z 
And, as] aCionlove, 4 think the 
May well be tcarmed the Noble Rendeſvous 
Of Gallant S$piries : 'tisa Circle, Sin, 

oth. More Ihe allow, it is 2 golden Circle 3 
Bur, like the Carthagiwian Hero « KING, 
It carrics poyſon : 'tis a fatal Circle ; 
Upon whole Magick skirts, a (cms | An 
In Chr yſtal forms, fit tempting 
And becken early —_ from irs Center. 

Piſo. Now, by «tro think you councel iN. 


I view thee, and den, onhivg call 
Thee Trayter- 


Brother, 1 never lov'd this man; that's all. Exit; 
or. Why ſhould you loſe meon a bare ſuſpicion ? 

The God: ram curſes on me, thick as Hail, 

If e're IT harbour'd, inthis breſt, a 

But what was Noble, of your ſpotly loves. 

I muſt be bold tolay, yo've done me wrong 5 And 
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repentance (ler all: ay 
Indeed I am aſham'd for what was paſt. 
Oth. No maregmy Gear's nay, 
I wrote rohave him\call oaho to.Court, 
Octavia, Brit annicas. 
I dread him moſt, ſince your laſt Noble ſtrife, 
Becauſe your Siſter claims ſo deep a ſhare ; 


Ler my 

Pet. Sce, our eontention.has diſturb'd your Lady, 
And call'd the puoon nne PEERS 

lov'lt me, ccaſe. 

Pet. TI wonder tha long ! 

Imploy him there, andcome/(in perſon hither. Exenm. 
Scan, 3: 'T he Court. 
OF. AH deareſt Brother, be not roo ſteure ; 
Syrens molt dreadful are, when they allure : 

And fear he is plotting gainſt your precious lite, 
Of which you ought 7, nary tender care, 
For, hear me, Gaede the Spa wen yeh decree 
This gallant Prince, prove my Deſtin 


Brit, Fear not oe! he cannot be {> baſe. 
I have ſome friends, that all his miſchiets trace: 
If ought againſt me move, their care will find, 
Some means to let me know what is delign'd. 

08. HEAV'N eyer ſhield you from his violence : 
His kindneſs, to you, is but meer prerence, : 
And if he (miles, 'tis at your innocence. 

The Chryſtal of his eye tsclouded 'ore 
That his dark thoughty my Gerr#s can't explore. 
E're while I met him, | The 


The Trazedyof Nero ”— iy 
The Fates fit working {anounre wo be goes 


Jlow ſteps he takes, and murnurs as he goes, 
Srarts, and fixt looks the Terra's throws. 
Byit. Mild as calm Icoukl death receive ; 
Two reaſons, only, make me wiſh w live: 
Two debts remain to pay, moſt Nobly due : 


Love claims the firſt rother 1 owe to you. 
oF. Within cater Town you. 


nal 


Brit. Never was heart © 
So cagable of Love 
We me, all Beauties gentle uſage fine: 

Fhe humble, charm 4 the mi do mvade. 
Laſt Year, unkrown © did 
ghd hmdlae nf fu foe 

KO MP, Prince of Alamanider, great Name 
Sound loud, and almoſt cracks the cheeks of Fame. 
Bellonx then, as Goddeſs of our Artns, | 
I did Adore ; but ſoon felt ſofter charms: 
The —_ PS id find 

wrought upon 
Diſcours'd me, call'd me friend, and did confeſs 
He never lov'd a manto ſuch exceſs. 
One day, (Oh day moſt faral tomy reſt!) 
After a thouſand kindneſles 
He took me by the hand, and genrly (aid, 
Deag friend, ou ou. Row toy, 


That fain would ſee you. + wth 
Sir, I am yours, and to 
OZ. Your nn no - rs to fright 
Brit. At tg came,z bar ſuch a Glorious kale, 


Such a bright wrtirn wb ets 

Such charming ſoftneſs, ſuch fweer excellence, 

Word may deſcribe, but never can define! 

The _ rawatt {o Divine ! 

Fancy can't reach it! fQion fair ! 

All the ſweet lines of Beauty center'd there. Unlike: 
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Unhke to Ceſur's was my amorous Doom; | 
I came, I ſaw, was my (ef orcconie; 
It was his eres Jv 3 gears »z0m1 
Cyara nam —_ charming Maid 
My ſoul was rapt withijay, thoughſhook whth dread; 
$0. Angels, when they ſtoop td mortal | 
Strike us with aweyyerrawih: with! 

08. Wire did you nov Lee deckre 2 
I did; but firſt commuted $0 her bar |; 11, [: 1.91 
The ſecret of my birth; which tbe eceeev'd 
VVith modeſt joy, and behev d. 
Our Loves too happy were to flouriſh 
Frolt-nipt i'th* bud,.they wither'd as they - 5 | 
Some aa — flave, I knaw Moot na nor w 
Gave the old KING-private nces, | 
But the young Prince mdlt watchtul,' me word, 
Haſtn'd my fhghtyand would not ume attord 


To hear my thanks: u 1.{o I came 
To KO ME, but cownl dv) former flame. 

Enter Cyard, and Silvine, a one door; the Emperour 
and Plantws at another, 


Cy. YV Onder he ſtands, the GOD's great Maſter-picce! 
Oh, I could cyer on that Objett gaze, 

And lofe my Senſes jn that goodly maze ! 
VVith gay and = rous youth higeyes arc Crown'd, 
Preſence, and graces, all around 
His Noble form, do! She thew bright abode, 
Like beams of Luſtre ctrcling 19 a GOD. | 

Nerd. He dyes, that bold Controller of my will ; 
He has Oblig'd me fo, that I mult kall, 
VVhy, with dull thoughts, do I my t we t\ry 
VVhen Took ſad, whole Hecatowbs (houid fall 
Ha! who are they ? my fretting blogd does ric : 
Hands, reſt ; Ie try tb blaſt him, with my eyes. 


Firſt, I will AR ; then, 
0F via, follow me. 


Brit. What does he mean ? | 
Eee Sonora 
Y: Y : 
Gods, be my guar 4; but Ed ey che 
ten Pye {na Soudirg drone Gor 
For which no cure no Balſom can be found. 
In dreams, Cyare, I behold thy 4 
With fix'd imagination of $ 
Thy beautcous Form ſhall flow ines army. "q 
AndI embrace it as a real (TW. yes I yIOe: 


Cya. How dull this p PC 
Oe ESTER 
Sylvia. Madam, 57-98 
Pur "off the cloud 
Cya-Ere "= 
yl. You d 
4 £54 MF wo 


Ne. ——— ——— acainan Loch; = 
Eqn youdeny me # \isny Getnogats: a 


Ne. That you,the | 
No matter how, too ſweat to 


Hell to his ſoul ſlich i has giv'n, 
That, he in my, GR nm your of Hears: 
a is (irirs do exhale, 

Your h bright walls his Gyant crimes will eale 


Oh, my heart's full. 
( Stabr ber.) 


Ne. Here's that wi ++... "0008 
$0,now goeethe Gl) my ck 
Brit annicas his death 
Tis well deat Till ers her. 
Oh Lowe aſhtme wah hy mighty 
Tai thy wanton, thr wh 
wade .nth, expie 


I, and the Gods of VVit, nie Once a year 


07. O my Britamnijcar, my Brother | -- - Oh; 

EESES. - 
r in the wide dark dens of death : 

But, Oh Thy Soulis almaſtof breach. 


& 


Exit 


19 


The +. New. 


Enter 
Brit. He ſent me here 4 for what, I can't-deviſe. 


- O#. Al me, look here, with pirey | 
Now I am well : ſor thy fake 1 ———_—_ 


My den my ple MS ey arent or llc bear 


No hopes Like Ob ay each Gn | 
heart, weep © Meh Chroftal ring: 
Bl tomy ouſt be affermg, 
Of. Hold, hold z Cyere 'tis Cyera's call: 


(Dyes) 


My ſhare I give to her ſhe claims you all. 
Give me your $word: 8g now I've loſt my fears: 
rms gen proier rrp indeeds 

It was a 

Upon th ESE, 
Tak Fo Soul ing Fly rent 
And ſigh my Soul 
Brit. Oh ſtay, my neſt lor'd Site, fy y5 

But one c—— s on its way : 

She's gone, (he Me nnhrewal 

Oh w rowho (hall I my ſorrows tell ! 

—_ ve —_ 

Thy @ nee!) os 1 wil 

Thy name's dear Character ree ſhall bear; 

On rey lakes wid dy" | 

How quickly fate our 

Oh, thou ſhorr ſolace ofiny wan” 6s 

Adiex| py —* 

Now thou are gone, Iam all x 

One lump I grow, tre ap ny cp 

All fad, and gloomy, as the cnn 

Truſt me, thy ſweetneſs! 

Sniff, with my ſorrows, on Tab fi, 

And, here (ror 4c 

A wih ry Plows fynts, hmobakey The, Exit. 
| Finis \F IL 4 
| 2 


any 4, 44h n 
nt La: +: 


A, 0 Ul Sew L 


i 


: 
- .- | 
So + 
— —— —_— 


4 EF 
: 


 Britamicus with 1a oY 


& WO? meth 


Racks his E406 1d pe? wh 4 Tit 
"2" Sincethou, my Jo | my dear Off evi 4 
Art raviſh'd hence? Tora « I will, © 
And in thy preſence, fairC « dye 2 
cad SN Pa ane Bud: 
art m | _ 
Chop big whom,” 


Atn Shin the Springs, 
WW £2, meh petidets to the ſtri 
Such pt ua t 
. When G 
The faire 
Her tender limbs 
Her eyes, Os 
The _ iz be 
In Death's , now ſhe lyes, 
Pale as the Snow, and cold as Ire. 4, -- 
Chores. F 
The grave, the lovly grave will bring ws caſe, 
There = Pa OY Ft EE 


The Trazeay. of Nero: 
yr frat - = FS 
inord nate s are free: 
ours pony maps oy 
Þ bus gfles geo Pere 906 as of no fire: 
There men do never Or Omen cry, 


But all things , huſb d, in falewn ſilence lie: 


= 
Lo 
. 


Qh, my ſick heart, not yet! 


Bri. Enough, enough. 
Break, break, for ſhame, let Nature have her deb. . 


Cyars, Sylviae. 


Cys. Withdraw good Splviae. How fad he looks | 
Wa pts man ſo goodly ? Oh my heart, 
Bear up ! and yet I dare not ſpeak to him 
If there be any charms mn womens tongues, 
If there be any words that, can infuſe 
Soft love into a boſom, and create 
A gentle paſſion, good Heav'n 
$ir, may I interrupt, w! ence, 
Your ſenous thoughts ? I've fomething to relate 
Which is your near concern 
Brit. Mine , pretty Sir ? 
Say on, I hear you. ſhould his buſineſs be ? 
1; Cye- 'Tis from a Lady, who made me her Agent, 
A one, 1 fear, and much unable. 
Totell what ſhe commanded me ; a ſtory | 
$o lamentable, that I cannot think on't, a, 
But ſtraight my eyes o'reflow with tears: pardon-me,, 
Only abrttle reſpite, Ile go on. 
Brit. Thou raiſeſt mg in me, which as yet 
I cannot give a name tO, / can thismean?: 
Cya- CLARG HS Ip Patios Fences 
Brit. a 
Com'ſt thou from her? athouland bleſſings on thee. 


it me. 


Cyan 


EF 


Z2 


The Iran) of Nero. 


That nay CE Chen 
The Palace window, ſtriking of her Lute, 
Thoughtful, and Virgin-like, alone, to caſt 
whe guaf 7 11 cs 1-0 
rin CREED ; 
But ſoon Belint did unriddle all : 
Amazcment ſeiz'd her firſts but whenthe Prince 
Was 


thath i'd ber not ll now: 
Brit | hope you come notto abuſe me. 

By Heav'n, if you d0-—— 

Cya- Indeed I do not : 

Let that convince you, if you know her hand. 

I find he's Noble, his looks are chang'd oth” ſudden ; 

I fear I've too far. How do you, &ir ? 
Brit.Well,Boy.O G O DS! Devils! He!!, Hearen and Farth! 
Reads. If in the other world, I can behold ought here, it 

—_— ns rr lrg he —— 1=-=vY mn 
ve Par. tO ng Cyere 

Tot phi let— x aku 

My Arteries! Tm cold ! Ofavie! Cyara! Oh ! 

( Fallr) 
Cys. Help, helps = _ te lives; return. 

What have I done? upon thy dying kpe 

Ile print my foul, but Te back thry life. 

Fool that Fee tor a fanc Ne bring "7 

To play away that Pearl, for which I would 


The Tragedy ef Nero. 23 
O, he rerurns. Cxare is notdead : 
Look up, my Lord ; do you not know this face ? 
Brit. Cyar« | Heev'ns, tis ſhe! Thou charming fair, 
How am [I raviſh'd with th ———_— _ 
O, who would lveen Eard/fabry hor, * 
Linder a loed of care, tid he onee taſte 
The pleaſures of theſe cool unmortal ſhades ? 
CE DEEDS” 
From ever flowers erernal Spring ! 
Cys. Where, Sir ? 
Brit. Why, here, in bleft gum. 
Cya. Ohe 1s loſt, diſtracted! 
Brit. Look, mages Fares of + + mare. meanNg 
Each pur 
And every pebble feems a Diawond ; 
Fall burndh'd trees with fruit of Gold! 
Upon whoſe boughs, all fair and Heev wly forms 
Sit ſweetly warbling to their Loves below. 
See yonder's OF avia, my Sifter, look, 
Pale and forlorn, in a cloſe gloomy, 
Her Ayry ſubſtance thus 1 will condenſe 
And to ſquecze water, 'cauſe I cannot weep. 


winning fmlcs ! 


Grace | 
ButOh! you told a fl afaral rake, 

The accent of thy voice is different: 

$he could not lye, for ſhe was all jon : 
All beauty fickned when ſhe leftthe world. 
Care, Oh thou fair one *' Glorious Saint, 
Thou could'ſtnot dye for me; defesticls me. 


Cx; 


24 The Trenkdref Met? 


Cy4. She is niet dead, but lives, and loves you; Sir. 

Brit. Thou cul CRROUAESTIE: | 
And Travellers. 

Cya- Whol, 8ir? why ? * 4 
on left etnati : No, ſhe 1 3 ani 
Thou y T7 5 ; ew O 
The caropy of meechiiobang whth with Sable | 
The Swn, like 4 uns i. Ay TT SY #1 
Wrap'd round clouds; cach Star withdraws (2: 
His Cermpans, —— oy 
The whole cope 1s 
And mourns wt > 
Ha ! ſhough; yonder flyes a 
In cach black odinterek agennd ef Jer. 
Sec how he fv, wah hs with bis wicker wings 
The dusky Ayr» =” 

He fave - Af though ba pe gom?: 
A Cop wor ney cage y IG aur 


E xennt. 


Sczen. The Country. 
Petronins, Poppea. Piſo, over-hearing. 


A flame, whoſe Soi the Stars, 

And tnſirevies with the _ * x. fd ee 
O, (ſcrupulous Virrie, aft thou ſo cold ho 
That the reflected beams of Honours, 


Beating upon thee with inceffant Glories, 
Cannot approach thee, through thy walls of Ice ? 
With all their points, cannot onee pierce thee ? 
Pop. High minds ſhould not be rempted: a with rance, 
Nor drown to erons courſes from Pomcly Fe 
Where honeſt ſafe lent pave 


Feir. 


$24 ETNTY worms tw! 
Own gueſts are theſe that rear my breſt ? 
, winch my frail Adores z 


Pie Oh Heapen, ' whar will this carth Was i© 
for this my noble Brother was ſen for im ſo much halke? and 
- ts it (pr this, he harbours that Viper in our houle, to tear his 
Ces you Genes? why pA ered be 
why arc you to 
N A Raven of ow cb . ” _ _ 
 Methinks I ſte that Geriae ofout houſe , 
Start from his Monument, and ſtalk along | 
Shaking with Panick fears, and with an cyc 
That Darts its poyſon'd beams of Indignation 
At me : me thinks 'T fee bing chide-my flow -7 ,; + 
Revenge- Vina eworl ; ky 

Pop. My brother has loſt his Senſes. 

P:ſo. I would I bad, and with the laſt my lite, 
So t wr ot > noo rdnn 6-5 mee 
More worth, 1 Pageantry, 
Nt cops of Forks; Oh -n. 


Heev's knoweutiy tha —_ T6: . 
Ls 
Ive} od the gra? Ren hah tad Hook burthos, 4 
Thus curioufly uporr thee, ſtraighs-a bluſh | 
Would mountin to cheek 2 ene ming co. LT 
But pale diſbonour A lhe | A 


Thy blood is all o' fire 4. bir Emperour, 11, ? | 
That Dog-it ar has inflam'diie $1 pity ahee,, , 


— y tearscould make awed hap 
KA thoſe firescharteilh 
.. n Taro drain thts Chrylel Somers 1) | 
iversI'de weep, lincariantdizeans, - 
My eyes ſhonld Dy Way. 
IFthou haſt any of ſhame, lgok back ; 

Thy feet upon the brink 'aF rum and ; 

But one ſtep more; and thou/artloſt for ever : 


Glorious deſtruttion, glitt'ring 
Will keep thee waking till death thy eyes r 
IFeeps. 


Petr. Fie, fie, my Lordywere your ſarmiles truc,, 
This is too much : it ſhows untnanly. 

Piſo. Ha ! 
k will not be: ratkier than fuffece this 
Let me be ever branded, baſe, and | barbarous.. 
My ragc is kindjed;.and Ile bear po more 
Bcgone, thou Monſter, fly, thou Harpy,flys. ; 
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— EONS ) 
Or, by my Honour, were thishenſca ae rae, (3 
Thy baſe blood ſhouki tain the Gered oor. a 
Ex. Petro on 
Peſo. lam troubled z a WT Yo 


Wick as bubebecaploy you,” 
An at pale Brutay ſhall defire 


My anger's YVidem, Honour 
-—+ at _ ador, mc adm A 
ith pride and ſenſual pleature ary 
Shall iri a moment ficken, fade, and fall 

Like the le rath,2nd blaſt you all 

Nero, prepare; for, when ſo'reT come;” 

Immortal as thou art; thy doom. 

Ile make that Cedar like a reed : 

Nero (hall dye ; rm SPE CF Exit. 


The cnternbenpb ative » Song, thoEcuperour comes js Royally 
attended, bowingts Poppen &e- Petronius. 


Nero.” Modelof Heav's thou Ornament of Earth, 
Propitious Star that ſiniles on humane birth ! E 2 Or 


28 The Tragedy of Nets. 
Or art thou floods > 
Or the fair Heer oftheſe woods ? 
Or art thou Feauw nb ts 
When by the Graces, drelt in bright attire, 
She haſts to meet her Noble warnor's Arms : 
Venws, in height of dalliance, wants tuch Charms 
A —_—— Is. 
Pub etnganng Ayr, and ſuch Majeſtick meen. 
deder dela 85-4 Tenet] ans 
not am. 
''rep. Ben Sled 55; [moral am 


ry IT a 
IS Ed eewinin al Dvies ” 


To flea "ty ſenſe, aodrev th {oft pow'rs, 
Vie make fuch Gretts's (prings, and Royal Bowr's, 
Temps' ie grave ed lg plans. 
s rair ve 
Wits the Gods meet, and Dabcein 
For Baths, we will Hyd«ſpes current have, 
- Lie cloſe incircÞ'd ins wave: 
Thou @wxecx Triumphances I thy bumbic flave. 
Loe, at thy fect, Nerwhambalt does he; 1/1) 
Ki that com mae the Fm te Seach he, 
For love of thee, does languiſh, and dic 
Pop. Is all this tzue? can you do all theſe things ? 
Good Heau'n what happy creaturesare you KLNG 8| 
Nero. If thi heart ne name ayrpoges. jane 
Then I am happy, then Fmeniſlytbleſt 
All my dear Joys are treafur\d intho& eyes, 
Thoſe kinder Stars, thofe Swzr of Paradiſe. 
Without thy (antes, alas, I nvthing/am, 
oo the poor ſhaddow of a 1 q = 
\_' Peg blow: pur ns —_ — RRQ 
Fain won go, md:yer 


Whence do car rnd xmas 14 withes come ? ; 
Fain 1 would foe Haww ant what, nor whom... | 
a0 h Y . Obs | | 44 | 


7 BY , ke. . - 
The Tragedy'ef Nero: tg 
How rarely tis £ING tafh how far above | Eg 
y Lord's grave rules of duty and of love ! 
i About thy knees, O, let me ever grow. 


Pop. Why do you weep ? 
-_ My eyes full ever flow : 


y . tee wnle ſburces ſhould decay, 
wing ſoul ſhall mek cn lay. 


"I tollow thus, if þ wat wan 
Olay: IX toll tha, 
Pop. Why is my Kat wins relive fl? 

AT ne 
alexpyand qua 


With wondring eyes it looks, 
ey NET 
Heav'ns! how he how hiblies nrey go hand ! 

Nero They draw thei their heat her looks er 

Petr. She pot jm A party tags era 
Greatnets 1s c gives way. 
Sephora ope brns ber ke rel: 
She thinks it ure to lk 

Pop. RE I UT | 
Nature's hows and eRey | 
Ofnolly Bam, ag rat” 

70. The price of er vt apunehgro—t- + 

Secure in —_— 
Thou (balt golden chains z 
ne ers __ 
In ſighs upon thy boſbm ns 
Thy Beauty'es creature, thou my Glories fate. 
Drawn in a Chair of Gold, emboſg'd all o're 
Cn _ Images whom we adore, 
On velvet Triumphant thow ſbak ride, 
Princes {hall run like mw thy fide : 
Leg pr Ay — ae—nnye ſeat, look down, 
And of the Thund'rer, ask a brighter Throne, N 
While all the Gods do bluiſh 
Ts (ee their art, by mortal wit out-done. 


-. _ 
C—_W_——  — — ed «im ——_ 


' Gedr"tis too much Joy has my Soul 


Tho Traged) of- Nero. 


». Ad vi ImEP this te ory ff "WM 
Are ere ack im my lociety ? 

Nero But ane ſhort (hq og HIRE enjoy, 
And 5, nent Gn BY my life deſtroy, 

Pop. Indeed you ſhall not z, that were 100 ſevere, 
Rey RY 
For fancy, I ſubſtan 

Is that all ? LS 

Tell me not whareny oa 
Love mans me now, and 


NTT: - 


ou 
pale Y. dons ive! 
7 ke the Reged Shows 
"ere: Our Charicos haſte: yerſtay, I will not go. 


Thou abſtratt of all ſweets, thou melrer, Oh 


© 


Weary'd with raptures, take it to thy reſt, 
—_— Globes of bea keienſt 
And waft us SE Es Catia at grove, © 
Me rev breſt wee! fir 

When we want and knos aocwhir ray, 
With eyes thus weeTt look all day: 

Now ſigh, now or to med be 
And alllong the? odor! ea 


The Tr _ Aqmarnd 


AR. w. Sa." 1 p 


MN ero, Popes Gring i in : ive 


Er ob ve a Tr 
nw. Tack wht ;y all the thine, 
Mk 


Mean while, behold the » foes "Court. ; 
| [ Daxce Ko. 
_ Entey Britqanicws, Mad: and Cyare 


Pop. O, my dread Lord, for theſe letmei 

Nero. Live; and this Excellence adore. 

Brit. Stay me not? bythe Gods, Vie break your hold. 
So ſad a ſtory, Orpheas never told, 
When bs tes me bes Pluto's 
But ! ban Heav/s, curſe | 
And ee will oct ſpeak; the thenad's 160 fherm, : 
Here Hell it (elf might horror learn. 6 
Some whir{-wind (ſharch me | through the Ar, 
Wrapt round with douds i ——_ T, | 
That from Earth may hide this 
Hr ARSE a ihe Viewer tet: 
Cyara's faln, Off avia too is 
In Death's damp vaults ſhe all alone - 


[ ſaw her Soul dive ſtrangely theground, 
In her own blood that of Het LG eng: 
Treaſon againſt the Gods he did 


Oh Trayror, ork chanhe tha ſtole it ſte! 
Nero. Who dry yn gt 
Brit. 1 know not, 

Unleſs that Dog tote ker wbieria; 


'"Ners. Who was that Dog? ' Brit: 


The Tragedy of Nero; 


" Brit. Why, Cerberas 1 gueſs; 


No Savageeiic could tnart fich _ 
Such meckneſs would wilde p 1 fury charm, 
And hungry Lyons of their dilarm 

Evn o're their it youll 

Quen cheir fi bloody beat. 


Ners. 
Brit. This __ 
Nero. I ay”  forbear 6 


J 
ng DEED +. IN 
a z bYt I do conjure you, tay: 
Firſt through my Cn be rr Poorly Way: 
I poke you ongt ki 
Topunih yo nor ye ill bear 


Here's a (oft calm, 
Here born duck and 


EE hight; : 


tees evil 

A Heav'n, a Hell, an d aDevil . % 
Nero. If 1 gaze my $125 ag { 1. vs 

Mat of my full carrees, Iſop and avaſe. ' ind] 


——— 


- 


Ty TRE 7 9 
contrive. 


nilhon van wat Wigs” 


You bleed. 


Otho. - ape mgreonrl 

Piſo. O, Brother, hear me, for I will not 

Oths. You mult. . 

Piſo. 1 cannot. Heev'ns | what have 1 done ? 

Otho. Thou art a cowards - , begone. 

Piſo Curſe on my hand _— 
5001 Tre norway 


Be by me Tle ſhow the ſafeſt way. 


# % - Y EY - 
% LE, - 
whnn 1 200 Ny: Tacks Fl 
28 4 4 « © 


Piſo, Minded =; $ apt to ſtray : 


ME "Sw oY 


mA yi Oe 19; 


F 
My Virrues are yp hd 


O torus | ny FE EP 
Brit. It 18 


when repos that he ore Le Ho, 


Like Cymbia, when ſhe's 


dat full. 


® 5 
»* 
_— ” 
" - 
Ss F 


us-lyes, AV 


hemm'd NE I loads? 


When 


'd .- 4 
Each Ood, inmonnd Gram arena him (engy. 
Now, Ikie a ſhip, he cuts the liquid Sky; 
His Rigging's 10us, and his s highs; 
Fan'd cool winds his Golden colours fly. 

ol NY * tike bome. 

Pop. Ifay, to ki Prince) I hither come. . 
< ite through my heart, 


ſmart. 
iſs thee for the blow :, , 
woe : 


Brit. Strike, and by Heav's | 
— | ths weloage dangerous 
me | 


z8 The Tragedy of Nero. 
Brit. VVithin my ara Tie hold thee; rill 
k-chrowgh her bps : 6, eel 

Ob Tamil you wake me from: this eden dream? 


Brit, Ha! whit ire thou'P thou ' > Tg 
O, Gods | it is my Boy: what hay c? 


How cold he looks, Juſt from the grave ! 
Cya- eo g tie rachel, -erelt arms 5 


She tempes, like Cree, and has deadly ririns, 
Think on Cyers, for ſhe loy'd thee well: 
Take heed, beware; thou'rt in the Rode to Hell. 


Exit. 
Fon CT at to 
——— ef Tg Ok 
Pater ty 94th Taper | | 
MA = thee, K Sake 


Loy array fp ce horbha red HM 


On which oy 


Ghoſt ſofa te inn cor, 
endleſs woe, 


wide, the low 
keeps bis State, 


Bur, phono hold of Face, 


by Tg LOI ef ho 
ON He's [iedowhe come 


_ -— —_ Ne 


Merton Thander, I wauld rave, + 


Tear the tallwoods, aud | oh =» 7 oanOE 


TY 


Nero, AQ thab, what cari'tbe done 
Thy Genins, I, wltaid thy criickty': 


VVith 


$70, wA3\ 7 '» 
"4: Fs: 5 v3 
f we +1 [; - '1 e b, 


-— iS 
© 


| and | fronk yo (OI _ 
' Lethe, with. Ales s ga | 
year, hall on © 


4x4 


= gs 


I en eres! 
Lo, — 5 ry ſands, - 


Go on, be mad; no more 1 muſt 


| No render Sex, > atha 47 
Ent Dro body. 


What news? hy froks' Fins to-be good, 
A haſty joy a Trout eyes at 


Wy 


Yor Cure 
Thai: beat, and Genalley'd 
Few ſtrokes were giv'nere talk G—_ fied, 

o—_ pris ners arc, ſome ſcaptd; and ſono are Acad. 


Ncro 


Great ROME, 

On Tyber'; flood new beams | will diſplay, 
And turn black ito a golden Day. 
The molten G OUS ſhan't Gve their Capi 
Temples ſhall tumble down, guilt roo half 
Bright Ruin, with a noiſe thall fwallow all. 


Finis Aus quarts. 


eAF, V. Sce, 1. 


"I 


Britannicus, Flawins, Attendants, 


Brit. Flee, fire, I'm all one flame; fly, my friends fly, 
Or I ſhall blaſt you; O' my breath is Bri 

My _ hot brains boil over; 

Or you that will ſtay, ler run, 

If you did ever love this weetched Prince, 

Now maurn, now weep O, I will catch your tears 

And drink the precious drops: I burn; 1 

Fall, fall, you gentle Rills, you melting ſhow'rs 

Call all te wink ike afarious Wal 

Bring the cold North, Ile kiſs hisoutblown checks, 

Upon my flaming breſt Vie lay his head, 

And hug him in my heart, for he is 'cold, 
G 


42 7 he Tragedy of Nero. 
With my hot arms [le claple his ftoſty limbs, ' 
— rein about him, like a wanton gle. 
Fla. Canthere be Gods, and not revenge ? 

Can they behold this Noble copy of. | 

Their own bright excellence -poluted thus, 

Thus rent and rom-by Sacrikegious hands, 

Yet idle (it, and fleep upon therr Thrones ? 

The voice of Murder's as their own Thunder. 
Awake, Bog you drowſy Deityes!. 

Here is a.ſight ſo pitifully ſtrange, 

'Twould melt the Scythian's Soul, who ſtands unmoy'd: 
And Sullen at his FER 

When Fame this deed, the rugged Moore 

will, ſtand abaſh'd, and groan to hear it told, 

Break, break, my heart : Oh you great GODS of ROME, 
Where are you all ? Is this my welcome home ? 


Brit. Ha! de does weep! nay, pry thee do not hide it; 
By Heav'n, thou art my friend: lend me thy ſtore ; 
My eyes ſhall pay thee uſe, traſt 'me they ſhall; 
Here, m my boſome, lay thy pearly ſtock z- 
Heav nr, how he weeps! thou art a Virgin ſure. 
Fall; you dear drops; Ohler me hug thee cloſe : 
My Spints are-quite parch'd up, my palat's dry ; 
Th' Eljzian ſhades are. cool: oh, let me dye, . 
Flav. Sir, lam Fliviay > have you quite forgot me? - 
Brit. 1 do remember thee ; . 1 lov'd thee well : 
Thou-art a Noble youth, the child of Honour. 
Flay. From France | come, and bring rmportane news. 
Brit. Ha! hold, Ie well thee news: OZFavid's dead ; 
She's cold, alas bur lam hot as fre 
You amiable floods, whendo you ſtray ? 
Qh, come, and quench me, my-raging flames. 
Fls OHearme, Heer ns ! hear me, you Juſt great Gods. 
IE ſtill Your. cars argopento or Pray'rs,: 
It;.yet, you hold commerce with martal ſighs, . 


It: 
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If yet the yows of humble Souls arc heard, 
Oh now look down, and hear my ſhort addreſs: 
No ſort of ſuſtenance will I 
Nor ſhall the bowl ſalute my lips, 
Nor drowny my weary eyes, 
Ee tees hor of this Vader kw: 

Brit, Tis like thee 3 thou wer: alwayes a true friend. 
In a bright flaming Chariot Ie aſcend. 
Cyare, 08s my dearloves, 
You Queens of Innocence, you 
Meet me, I come. Flevinr? nay, Try hee mg; 
Thyindhycana;ter am; bled pinch capice _— 


Fla. Farewel, bright Soul ! thou Royal Excellence! 
Rare union ! Grandeur joyn'd with Innocence ! 
* The Fates of vickeddlagrmaded ſlow; 
Thine mov'd apace : - but I forgot my vow. 


Emter Petronize, Burrhas, with Guards. 


Buy. "Tis done, my Lord, ne'r doubt x. 

Petr. What is he? 

Bur. 'Tis Flavizs, new rerumed from France, he came 
Juſt as the Prince had drunk the poyſon'd wine. 
_ Petr. Thatwas not te ſo well, for he is honeſt ; 
But take no notice: w s the Prince—give way. 
How came he dead ? I charge you ſpeak, anſwer me. 
LO cf all the nan fs 

Fla. Hands off, I will declare the author of 
This horrid Murder. «, who fill'd his wine? 

Bur. That, Sir, did 

Fla. Then thou art his Murderer. 
Start not, baſe villain, black as thou art, the Prince 
With his laſt Noble breath did pardon thee, 

Bur. Sir, | was Order'd——» 

Fla. Ha! isit then a truth? | 

G2 Buy. 


44 The T raced of Neto. 
Buy. I know not 4 but oi. arr? 
Fla. Thou lyRs itw 200 rue. 
Guilt, and diſtration, ſit upon thy brow : 


And 'tis as true that thou ſhalt dye for't, villain. Ii 64 
Petr. —_ = a oymag en -_ you do this? 
Fl. , y » | IP, uſtice, all : 

Ile ho 6 no farther. | 


Petr, Ha ! forbear. 
Take him or kill hitn,'Guards,. I do Command you. 


Flevins beats down Petromins, and kulls 
Burrbws : the Guards diſarm him. 


Fla. Pardon, you Geds, my former blaſphemy ; 
O youare Juſt, and 1 adore your powers © | / , 
Now lead me where; you e, to life or death, 
Let me but pay my laſt here, 
My vow I have pertorm'd; and thou, dear Prince, 
Art in ſome part reveng'd: what my power 
Could poſſibly efie&, 1s done; the dat 

unto the Gods. 

Petr. Remove the bodyes, 

And bring him away. 


A — 
* "i ts 4 


Scee. If. 
Plants, Mirmilon. 


Plan Ecar you the news ? | 
Atir- Not I: you feemamar'd- 
Plas. A Currier from beyond the Alprarriv'd 


Reports the French arc all in Arms; veſblv'd 
. To 


The Trace89 of New." iy. 
To bring the War ev'n to the gates of ROA7E. 


Fierce YVindex heads the Rebels, and\al3 France 
Frome ar ly: this the Emperour hears, 


Rn wit ft ren a ey Murmur ko: 
modeſtly retite to corners, where * 


They ove ard damn him call him paricide, 
A burner of their houſes, friends, and &od;, | 
pegs print yp e—f his eyes -| 


Look red with — > roany F 1 


Nero, Flavine, Guarth, 


Fli. Was't not weſdone? 7G his Murd'yer _ ; 
Neyo. Know, ra Letras " 
I hated him, and did 
Now, villain, think how qanl ''rr 
Fla. To live? Oh who, nh) ould iv, th hor ive >| 
A torment worſe than black 
Let parafites, the moths of Grandeur, fawn, 
Theſe guilded canker-worms, ambition's ſpawn : 
I dodeſpiſe thee, Tyrantesthouwarts. ._  - 
There's md yty fi heart. 


Ners. Are you ſo hot > I't Ms s 
Plawtzs, go burn the villain ; ſee it 


ane ew, 


Or the black CINE nt 


t1\ 


Thou ſhalt nll 1e - 
But then Ik (OT 9, 'f LYN 
Smile at the oper RO | 


46 The Tracedy, of Nero; 
Enter Petronien 


Petr. Dread 8ir, two who come from Spain, 
Report that Galba does new Wars maintain ; 
Heads the revolted Troops, and joyns with Frexce ; 
The Germany 200 come in, andall advance 


Pets. They call him —_— 

Nero. They do; but what's the name, without the pow'r ? 
Let him come on; this arm ſhall ſtrike him dead, 
And ſnatch his borrowed Laurels from his head. 

Petr. Your CI Ts with late expence. 


Nero. 'His gather'd 
Petr, Tune _ Taye 


re, Tame les ie our Cyour widombad deg. — 


my. oo mind. 
Oh my Poppe«, where art thou 7 


Never was bleſling, 
$o oft enjoy'd; yer till © much delir'd. | 
Pe Sczn, - IL, | wo 2a = 
Popepa; Piſ6, and Oths; Liſtening, 
rep. AAR they ro ay, the. 
Wakmunder org 
The GOD of barrels bluſh Fen hey de ” gf 


Envying the jult applauſe theſe Heroes won. 
wink Pop. 


Pop. Virtue is ſtill-by violence. 7 
m—I_ eyes ſparkle | relate the reſt. 
ave my (elf the doubeful hazard ſtood - 


The"Trajdy if Neto: ip 


of — din waves of blood, 
The dreadful caſt on 's bank I threw, 


Lite was my lot ; yer ſtill mall my view 
Of wounds, of War; and death, I never ſaw 


Such pleafing horror, ſuch delightful awe, 
Such mighty force and art laid; 
Never was Game of death {© play'd 
Art laſt, O that I hve ſuch newsto tell! - . 
With conqu'ring tir'd, theſe Sons of Valour fell. 
Pop. rag ce gin hace: Soul invade! . 
Sure t1s ſome wy > _ e: 
Lathe wot "Sth "= 
Or mourning Beauries, charm my t, 
Since Honours are by Ceſar, m—_—_ ohh 
Since I am made the EmpreſG of the | 
Since all's my choice, A Co dondeful ſtand, © 
And wiſh a pleaſire which I may command ? 
It, when I'dye, I muſt to rorments go; - 
Tis firnonme be loſt; let pleatures flow. 
Fancy its eager appetite ſhall cloy ; 
Ler reſolution Holy. qualms deſtroy ; 
Henceforth, what ere I like, I willenjoy- 
Exit beckoning, Piſs 
Othn, Sola: * 
O Hell! her crimes thy horror cannot match: 
Be ſwift, my Sword, her luſt and life diſpatc®: 
This key unlocks all doors rthe Court. 
Are you ſo wanton ? Yes you ſhall have ſport. 
How am I Rob'd of all Lever lov'd! :- 
My foul is heavy, ahd would be remov'd. 
Once ſhe was fair, the ſofteſt, ſiveeteſt wit, 
My heart's Joy'd Joy, the Jewel of my lifes. . 
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Had the ſtood (©. haw happy had t been ! TY 
But ſhe's fallen, aad- Glarient hee fin. 
Ah, the whale Sex, naughr, m———_ _—_ $ 
Wh paoraghoys 9-7 Wren 

I 


ne 
Oh, the pane rory wr FT 
ares an art 
Serra heart. 
Yet we ſce all, think nothing is unſpy'dl ; « 

Exit. 


While pak fay rh. Oe WIT hide, 
And leave no Print behinde-our ſeatch to guide: 


Poppea, Piſo. 


Pile. War is my Miſtreſs 3: here I amy unfir : 
Love's chaplet migbecoms a Warrior's head 1 
Lenore nerves too firm are knit ;, 
_ — nm by 

that are s, take 
Dells wap went er pr | 
Pop. The Sun, for thy love cheek, did Heav's forſake 3 
NE EO er Oe Cane? 
From a t Glory 
And in ty lon Cell make my abode : 
No more a h thou art my friend : 
A Cotta was. =; receivda GOD. 
=- ho ever knew Night with the Day ? 


Nothi Love1o well as Night ; 
Huſt'd, and —=: Te 
And, happy as the bold; raviſh 
The moſt obdurate, are by worn. 


Your touches chard ynay, why do-yOwwithdraw ? 
Grow thus, like aſbfr'tloud upen the Sus x 


My pow'rful fame thy-ey fears will thaw. 


i} 


Piſe. 


lem your 


Ja, Why a ra Oods Mekar ferred fbund 
4. Thunder beity/ and arcnomep itnd.s ! 


by GR wot arbitrary 


Pop Boy—wmrnn wp ap = par rang 
Chee F fixt to 


The valine fa any the fearful wel wor 


Enter Otho. 


Othe. Here's one that fin would try your mighey Art: 
1 


ho you? wu0 


Yall 1 iy > 
_- —— pe vakam nd Artery 

Tut, at yout fobk, CTY 

A lite reſpite for my out allow 

ſeizes on each vital part, / , 

And ferions hang Fo ror 

Taycre Ty ee my tongs 


Lond. you ares 
Tolrbed' rod rei Mg — 
Bur yet my ITSL ” ſ 
By killing me, you'vnl den Yeats. » 


I am  wickedharl would —_ 
In pity ſay thixof me, when "Im 
Ri Ati] 227 
'T was not, a common Crawn her 
oy oy Anymore 

Then {he was young : | 
This, Sr, perhaps, may mitigate a fd): 


H 0tho, 


divagites 


a. ere ww — EE. BC Ce nc —— 


— The A 


=” 
. %a N 
on mY 
17 Mk | 


;49. 0 


Otho. mb 7 Qu 

For thou ſhalt dic, 

Thou gh, will the Fatal roke, mop) 

Lei . ſeek not to hide: 

bear y fair, tn oor. — 
ve I 


. 
”- 
I j 
* * . 


Oh anſwer _ _ 
That thou healdth ab me 7 thy vain moan, 
And Or. e OTC thy, 97924 .vao 
And tÞ ancoins. Oh ny dtd 
"Tis ; be kiad, kill 
Your nds Kh 2 " 
PE ns: g2 100 2115191 21:71 / 
This one laſt look. 3/1 "yy F; | 
He ſpeak no more ; 2 11e 4 pm 'T dg rl 2 hn 
Nor ſhall my eyese'olepk. fob, 312.1" 
Othe. A moxtal mY 16d <3 
Stomthing now 1 ſhe oe bz +» yet ries 
And H_ | ; id ym 191 2:4 
m—_ R , un « + T 3 Mm « "nM 
n ene ky 154 ©2434 þ& P ; 
Piſo. Here you ball find xs ART the blow. 111 
4 Thou art © (11 Vigo Joit ztW * ne 
Friis. 3 nommeo? & jon £7 } 
oOrh. She i _ | 13d m1 1 
Piſo ſo. His key 'F | 


Oth. Alas, Tm cold. ! 7, 
Cam- 


Pe Net done; 8 
So 17d alin KY 
Ss 4 


WE | 
is for thy ket ndurs: 


" HadG 


RC CT CW  CRW\Y C — HR DIC _ 
- = 
— _ 


F2 Tho axbdyaf 
Had'ſt thou a vis Sore 
TheLuw O th' EEE 48 

ſo. Like a Tall Tree, to dull a cw ego 


Youu were a migh 
And Ns Py Ehead bow. 


Nero. ny wat Loye common, y Soul, 
c 
\ 21k Np, int” Brother ke bei 


May all her faults be buried in her OE Eons 


Nero, What then, Sententious fool ? 

TVere toad, I would reſtore her breath, 
And ſhe ſhould hve, 
Spight of her (elf, (pight of rhe Gods, and Death 
My Cane Lrings LE bet : . 


My Empices 
The Sat his' 
The grateful 


09,0908 the wr debt, 
111 Fþaws me down clond: ds, 'arn{ payes me genrous heat. 


: 


It 


The Tregedy of Nero. 


Ay: + Ms AY 
o' your enmingand Grrys” 
Ye are lyars all : hence, fret my preſknce fly. 


ary ng. 256. i 


Df Lol and wedove: t on rb your loſt: 
Galba is juſt arrrv'd upon 
With four ſcore thouſand ftror 4x ae | 
The treacherous Senate too ruſt betray; 
Throu —————— 
But call you We Dye. ns pwn 


Mir. "Flic, flie dread Sirz Ne rents rel ground 
The baſe Plebeians have beſer you round : 
Petronizs, Who a witile duftaind rbexr bear, 
I aw, all bloody, from the walls retreat | 
Oths, 0 Guards are freed 
All KO ME eppineda 7 cheat for abio laſt great Deed. | 
Exit. 


. 
J3 
* 
. " # 0 
©, ® 
. 


Exnter Petrowiew baggering. 

New Sprak,my true friend 47 Fle be advisd by you; | 
What more remains, i: cheſe- extreams, to do? uh 
Petr, With farthful rich, Siv, 1 have ferv'd you long 2 

Yours wasthenght, I did ty felt the wrong 

But now it matters not, 'twas 

And; as kv'd; i in vourſervice dye. 
My cqun{el is, you by your own hand:bleed ; 
The Senate has fome ble p poor death decreed. 
Death's but a name; by my example fall : 

I fearno lakes, nor gen rogs; that'sall 


[ Dies. ] 
Nero. O Gods ! Vii wherefore name I theſe feign'd powr's? 

Fhe Elements, the Seaſons, Days, and hours, 

Were alwayes as they are, and will be fo, 

And Nature her cternal round will go. 
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The Gods when we're awake their Dion keep | 
At home, us when wo ſleep. 
oath wink keowof Deſt, | | 
—— oy wor ek do their pow'rs defie 

rproigncd lock. and br wy don. 
Teflon t ve m 

Dotu/allurogcs-bie/-whince Ie 
free Gre his maſter Toe. de 
$ on, wder What ſhapes are (nr VT 
G dixal Jane of death? my Arteries 
Tremble, and nature-firiks beneath her weight. 
I know: you all: ſmile 6n,:'Thou art my Fatc. 16.5 2549 
What God was't hung thee there? He is my friend: 
OTB Mo Hot gs25 ime ants 211 ir 

Dies. ] 


othe, Tife, Anendanss 


othe. "Tis he; and-as ie ſbems, nk hes. | 
RO ME's Sacred Genize; now j\.! 
— ſhow th Maje head ; 


CELDT 
a Courr his Carap woelI meer, | 


ty donative mn Galba's. nome 
Wicket all i he 
Proclaim him ter! 4 with = 4 


And his 
While he, now made 'a God, ſhall feorn the 
_——— NS OR 


Tint s. 
I 3 REO L "0 VIGE 
. , 


2c8Cl 7 
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$ASASISSKASARGCESATARALS 
The Epilogue ſpoken by Mr, Harris. 


0W dull, bow grave, and how preciſe ye ſit, 
Ar if yelhad ated Love, not tafted wit. 
When the Tricks done, like Wine wnſtop'd yee pall 
Afier enjoyment, thus its with yee all, 
Toxr modiſh Playes like jannty Miſſes ſhew'd, 
Be bravely dreft, high flown, more fine than good 
For Cloaths attrats yee more than fleſb and blood, 
Like cover'd viands Beauties hid from ſight, 
Raiſe drooping fancy up to new delight. 
For you Gallant s, ye gay brick witty Men, 
He knows your killing trade, your damning ftrai 
Te can as well Wenches and drink reftrain 
Tet faith for my ſweet ſake be kind to night, 
Or may this heavy curſe wpon ye light ; 
May each Gallant that has an aſſignation, 
Be jilted after four hours expe ation; 
Or if the marked Gentlewoman come 
Spight of long Scarff, may be be dogg'd from how: 
May ye— 
In height of Titilation hear a rapping, 
And then the jealows Cuckold take ye napping- 


e* 


